MORE LOLLIPOPS
The sun leaving its halo of pink around the top of each tree.
YOU ARE NOT THE BPJVNCH, NOR THE BIRD JUMPING, BUT THE ACTUAL JUMPING
You follow the white spots of the birds along the pink trees until your mind is white with prayer.
The window, an appassionato of swan necks.
THE NIGHT RESTING ON YOUR FINGERTIPS
You move by the small pink flag dangling from the stick in your lawn of green grass and morning moon, move through the day which you realize is a giant's wheel
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